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Whiplash 


Author's Notes: 
Here's a little one shot | wrote. It's a little sad and also a little cheesy but | hope you guys enjoy! 


"We'll never stop, we'll never quit, ‘cause we're Metallica 


The words left James's mouth on stage that night in a growl, one that was different, deeper than the shrieking 
yell of the boy who had written it. And when he sang it, he felt like a liar. Because this show was no ordinary 


show. 


This was a show on the farewell tour they never thought would happen. This was the last show on the last leg 
of the tour, the final of four sold out nights in San Francisco. 


This was Metallica's last show ever, and James felt like a liar, telling these people they'd never stop and they'd 


never quit. 


As they finished the final riff of the song, James looked beside him at Kirk, still running back and forth across 


the stage with more youth than a man twenty years his junior. You'd never guess his age if not for the curly 
silver hair that now flowed where jet black once had. He caught James's eye and smiled the kind type of smile 
that James had become so used to over forty years, though now there were permanent wrinkles which 


marked the good-natured expression. 


James next looked over at Rob, interacting with the audience in the same lively way they'd become 
accustomed to. Over his twenty year tenure with Metallica, he seemed to have barely aged at all, and James 
almost felt jealous. He was glad Rob's eyes never met his own, though, for he didn't know how he could handle 


it; he thought of Cliff looking over at the other bassist on this night. He wondered if Cliff was proud of them 


now. 


Finally, James looked behind him at Lars, still playing his heart out and making faces at the audience like he 
always had. He caught the drummer's gaze briefly and those green eyes sparkled, they beamed at James. For 
a flash all James saw was a wide-eyed little Danish boy peering at him from over the kit, grinning ear to ear 
as they finished one of the first songs they'd ever written together. He wondered if Lars could still see the 
lanky blonde skater kid who was too shy to say a word if he didn't have a guitar in his hands. 


Whiplash wasn't the last song of the night, but it was the one that stuck in James's brain the most. He wanted 
to turn back time, to be that shy blonde kid, the goofy Danish drummer, the curly-headed horror geek, the 
eccentric stoner. He wanted to be the Metallica he had been talking about when he sat down and wrote those 


now-admittedly cheesy lyrics. 


However, he'd guessed he'd have to settle for pretending that it was who they were for the rest of that 
right, that one final night where he could still sing those words, "We're Metallica," and not be a liar. 


When all was said and done, when they'd completed their first and last three hour show in nearly thirty years, 
James walked backstage with shaky legs and a towel around his neck. It all felt so surreal, just knowing that 
this forty year journey was finally over. James wasn't sure he knew who he was without Metallica. The 
thought was starting to make him panic. 


A familiar, accented voice from beside him brought him back to earth. 


"Great show, huh?" Lars commented. He clapped James on the shoulder and the frontman shuddered. He turned 


to look at Lars and he knew his eyes were brimming over with tears. 
"Lars, | don't know who | am now," he said softly. "We aren't Metallica anymore." 


Concern colored Lars's expression immediately. He was soon leading James off to his private dressing room, a 


luxury that the James who wrote Whiplash would never have imagined, let alone even wanted. 


With the door safely shut behind them and James seated securely on a couch, Lars decided to broach the 


subject. "Buddy, are you okay?" he asked gently. 


James shook his head. "Metallica has been my whole life-our whole lives-for forty years. What the fuck are 


we supposed to do now? I'm not ready to not be Metallica 


For a moment Lars contemplated this. Carefully, he replied, "We're still Metallica, James." He tentatively took 
hold of the other man's hand, looked at the tattoos that covered it. Ran his hand over the 'M' that had defined 


them for as long as they could remember. 


"But we just played our last show ever! | know we had to, we're getting too damn old to keep up, but | just 
hate it. Remember when we wrote Whiplash? When we said we'd never stop? We were invincible then, Lars. 
What happened to us? We did stop. That isn't Metallica," he said. Lars felt his heart break when James's free 
hand reached up to swat the tears away from those sky blue eyes he had spent so much time staring into, 
just trying to understand. Forty years had brought him the wisdom to understand most things within them. 


Carefully, Lars lifted the hand he was holding to his lips, covering that logo with a kiss. "Sure, maybe the band 
is over. But you and me, we will always, | mean always, be Metallica. To me, James, you're still that same guy 
that answered my ad in the paper forty years ago. | look at you and | still see the same kid who sat up all 
night with me listening to tapes in my bedroom. The same idiot who broke his arm twice in a year because he 
couldn't stay off his skateboard" Lars laughed, and felt a warmth spread through his chest when he saw a 
slight smile poking at the corners of James's mouth. "You're still the same boy | fell in love with," he added 


softly. 

These words were all it took before James devoured Lars in a kiss, the hungry kind that were rare when you 
got as old as they had. Now Lars really felt like they were kids again. When finally, James broke away from 
him, Lars saw blue fire dancing mischievously in those eyes again, it warmed his heart that after all these 
years, all the changes, those eyes were still exactly the same. 


"You really think you and me will always be Metallica?" James asked. "No matter what?" 


"No matter what. Nothing could change that, Jamie," he replied He kissed James's head, noting that the silver- 


gray hair was almost as thick as ever. He smiled. 

Suddenly the pair heard a knock at the door. They both turned their heads towards it. 

"Hey, you two fuckers in there?" called Kirk's familiar voice. 

"Yeah, you need something?" Lars replied. 

They heard the door begin to open. "Hope you two aren't fucking in here," he said with a laugh. His friends 


simply rolled their eyes. "Aren't you guys coming to the after party? | was waiting so we could all head there 
together." 


The pair shared a look with one another, something Kirk was entirely accustomed to by now; their 


communication didn't require speech. 

"Yeah, of course we're coming. How could we miss it?" James said with a smile. "For tonight, we are still 
Metallica, boys," he said. That mischief was back, and even though James wouldn't touch the alcohol, Lars knew 
they were going to have fun. 


Kirk grinned. "Meet you two in the limo then. Be there soon" And he was gone. 


Lars gave James another peck as the pair of them stood, leaving a dressing room at a venue one last time as 


members of the band they had created, suffered for, and made their life's work. 


"See, James? The night is still young, and we aren't even close to being finished. Because, you know what?" 


James looked inquisitively at his best friend, his other half. 


Breaking out the terrible singing voice James rarely heard, Lars sang, "We'll never stop, we'll never quit." he 


trailed off, hoping the other would catch his drift. 
And of course, James did. 


"Cause we're Metallica." 


